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Though Rage and Malice dim their faded Cheek, 
What the Muſe freely thinks, She'll freely Speak. CHURCHILL, 
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IMPARTIALIST. 


Hanks to the kind Indulgence of the Town, 
My firſt Eflay's gone comfortably down, 
The SnaRLERs, that's my Piece, I now proclaim, 
And ſtart again, in queſt of further Game; 
But had 1 ta'en my prudent Friend's Advice, 
You've ventur'd once, low'ry He, beware of twice. 
I told Him (for I'm bold) I'd hazard thrice, 
B 


Een I may be his Friend 


THE 1PARjTIALIST. 
And thrice to that perhaps, —what check my Pen, 


Let Knaves ſecurely fit as Honeſt Men ? 
No, if I do, may I contempt engage, 
And as a ſecond Hircus, damn the Age—— 


Enough of Hircus, let Him mend his Life, 


Diſcard his Punk, ſolace his Iriſh ie, 


From M e, He need not dread a ſecond Dart, 
My firſt I know till rankles in his Heart; 


Let Him Sneak Home, and hide his Miſcreant's Head, 
Forſake the Adult rous, mind his lawful Bed, | 


When He does this, purging his Crimes away, 


——ſome future Day. 


Enough of Printers too, that witling Race, 5 


No more ſhall blot my Page, my Pen diſgrace ; 


Let Snarler Say Himſelf, een think and do 
Whate er He liſts, —by Folly” 8 erring Clew, 
Directed One and all that venal Crew. 
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THE IMPARTIALIST, 3 
O, for a Caoactitui's Energy of Soul | 1 : 1 
A Flow like his, not ſubject to Controul! 
At the bare mention of that honor'd N ame, 
How my Breaſt fires with noble thirſt of Fame, 
His matchleſs Greatneſs floats before my Sight, 
To my Mind's Eye, what exquiſite Delight 


Hail to our deathleſs Bard | a Muſe like mine, 
(Humble and poor, the leaſt of all the Nine) 
Her grateful Tribute to his Mem'ry pays, - 


Ambitious only to attempt his Lays ! 
By his Example, with impartial Pen, 


- — — — — —ñ̃ — — — 


T'll ſtrive to mend, or laſh ſuch vicious Men, 


Who to their Country are a foul Diſgrace, 
Or In, —or Out, — with Penſion, or with Place, 


I value not- All—All's the ſame to Mx, 


0 
: 
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i 
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I mind a titl'd Knave no more than He; 
Can boldly, when I'm wrong d, a Lonp upbraid, _ 
Nor dread his Frown, - though He's a Vics-Roy made; 
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Why ſhould I fear a Lordling that's in Pow'r, 
Who's only Worth's the Perfume of an Hour ? 


Who rotten to the Core with Filth and Sin, 


Ne'er lets'a tranſient Gleam of Grace break in. 


Thank Heav'n, I'm not of ſuch a {laviſh Mould, 
To maſk the. real Feelings of my Soul, 

I hate Hvrockis v, my Heart and Tongue * 
Shall live in ſtricteſt Bonds; — when wrong, 
With vile Contempt, for Favors to the Great, 
Urge my juſt Anger to arraign their State, 

I will not hold my Peace, though Boom frown 
(With Impotence of Wrath) to cruſh me down. 


But hen Nobility to Worth ally'd, 
Diſplays a proper, not diſguſtful Pride, 
When as a Man himſelf, He owns a Mind, 
Open and gen'rous, to his Brother kind; 
When fympathetic Feelings for Diftreſs, 
Exalt his noble State, not makes it leſs, 
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To Worth like this—Reſpe& is juſtly due, 

I love his Merit, and rejoice-with'you ; © 

Pleas'd to the Soul, the World has ſuch a Friend, 
Whom Vice muſt praiſe, whom Envy muſt commend. 


ENGLAND, my well belov'd Native Lande 

Has many — many ſuch at her Command, 

And thoſe of noble Extract, noble Hearts, | = 

Who with the Pow'r, have Will to grace their Parts; 

Who live as Lovers of Mankind—not think, 

Becauſe they're Rich and Great, the Poor ſhall fink ; _ 

Shou'd crouch beneath the Ravage of the Times, 

Oppreſs'd with Wrongs—though not appall'd with Crimes ; 

Thank Heav'n | Humanity and ſocial Love, 

| Are fiill poſleſs' d by ſome of thoſe above 

The Muſe, —whilſt Gratitude: and Pleaſure vie, 

Points out a TzmPLs to the public Eye; 

Report ſpeaks nobly of his gen'rous Mind. 

I love his Worth, my Cavuzcnr found him Kind; 
os alc Pee ©. i 
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Unknown to Me; I have no venal Aim, 


In thus Fg what's well NY 'Fame:'. -. 
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Curſe to a on the Abe Great, - r non 
My Soul diſdains ſuch ſlavifh, abject State, 
I cannot will not let Abuſe 1 14 171 
(E'en from a Loxp) unnotic'd paſs along 
Can B— ſpeak the Truth let Him 8 n Un 
How late I- galbd Him iti his Regal Chan,, 
Bold FaQs I ſpoke not to his Face tis tv 
He lurk' d, —for Reaſons which He — vio 
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There was a ee Nobles Gt with Senle, 
G. er Luxury and Vice had drove it hende! 1. 
There was a Timee=-when'iLazps:themſclves could arte, 
Could judge. of Merit but in theſe our Days, 
When thirſt of Power, with Love of ill got Pelf, 
Cankers the Soul, and nought but venal Sauce 


Floats in the Mind, now what a ſtrange a. 
Plain Common. Senſe, is deem'd almoſt a Curſe ! 
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They hate through Ignorance, deſpiſe through Pride, | 
That Man who foars with Reaſon. for his Guide,; 


But above all They loath Satiric Vein, 

And what's the Cauſe ? to Me, it's very plain 
They've felt that Satire's Pen can probe theit Hearts, 
Search out their rotten, their infecting Parts; 

Lay bare their Wounds of Conſcience to the World, 
And mock their tinſel d State at diſtanc'd hurl'd; 
H and 8 but for CHuschirt's Pen, 

Thoſe bluſh to Nature — Scandal-living Men! 

Had ſlept in ſeign d Security unknown 0 


(But to their goading Couſciences alone) 
Had not his poignant ruth diſplay ing Muſe, 


Drag d them to Light —unmaſk d their vile Abuſe; 


Expos d their Herd of Crimes in Face of Day, 
And damn'd their Mem'ry, in his honeft Lay — 
No wonder then, that Satire gives Offence, 
To titl'd Knaves, devoid of Worth —as Senſe - 


Nay, Reverend Fathers of the Church now fear, -— 


(Cauſe they deſerve the Laſh)—as well as Peer 
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They too would pull Satiric Freedom down, | 
Though D builds Chapels all about the-Town, : 
But that's his Zeal, his Fervor to his God— | 
No Love of Lucre, taints the Mind of D 

Peruſe his publiſh'd Breathings of the Soul, 

Can any worldly View his Heart controul ? | {+ 


No—was a Mite offer d?—well, what then? 
D—— would accept, and prove like other Men— 
And ſhall ſuch' Worlalings making a Pretence, -- 
Of fair Religion, to delude our Senſe, 

Shall They unnotie'd paſs, as Saints devout, 

And lull our Reaſon, with their preach—about p 
No—lIt ſhall never be, whilſt I have Pow'r, 

And can command my Cho's ev'ry Hour, 

I will not Juffer fach a venal Crew, 

To gull you of your Pence, and Reaſon too; 

But to the Light (in real Colours drawn) 4 
II drag theſe Saints, ho then muſt move your corn; 
Bis nors to Me are juſt like other Men, 


They too have felt a Caucus probing Pen; 
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And why not, good Sir Critic, tell me why, 


| Theſe Loxps of Lawn ſhou'd pals unotic d by ? | | 


I know no Reaſon—are They better grown, 
Than when He laſh'd the Vices of the Town ? 
Do they attend their ſacred Function more ? 
Are they leſs cringing than they were before? 
Produce an Inſtance if You can—what mute ? 


Nay, then tis plain—no Cauſe for a Diſpute—. 


Suppoſe I anſwer G mitr'd Head, 

Is fatu quo, not better Learn'd, nor Bred, 
Than when our Engliſh Bard, in n juſt Array, 
Led his Satiric Troops, —and won the Day, ' 
Expos'd Corruption—laid his Meanneſs bare, 


And deeply ſearch'd Him, with an honeſt Air: 7 


N is Courthy, A fable, and Kind, 


Prejudging, with a moſt impartial Mind. 


I once was honor'd with a—*< Sit You down,” 


_ : . 2 8 
> Cai, oF _— 1 14.10 . 
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. Gee an 
With what becoming - what engaging—Frown ; 
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THE IMPARTIALIST, 
The fweet Impreſſion; cannot but remain, 
Though I'm determin d not to fit again. 


How prudent» is the Age | how' ſhrewd and wiſe, 


To rear their Sons in hopes of mitr d Prize ft 


To Church Profeſſion] what a glotious Call. 
1 marvel much, Mechanics ſprout at All- 
The Gown they think brings anker — 
Whether the Boy a Patron has: or- none; 

No matter, give Him but Cananic Trade 
They ve done, —his Fortune * made; 
Deluded Mortals 1 little do They think, 

His Curate's Pittance, won t afford him ab 
For Meat, He muſt not hope to Taſte a bit on, 
Aſk but the preſent Price of Beef and Mutton; — 


— But come, to huſh, your Fears, and make You ſmile, 


(Though but a tranſient Pleaſure all the while) 
Suppoſe He has a Patron—nay, : a Lozp, TT 
A Bishor too, will that ſupply his Board ? 
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Nay further yet, ſuppdſe that Bishor too, 

Should be related, that muſt ſurely do 

No, you're miſtaken ſtill, I know—am clear, 

He long may ſtarve on Twenty Pounds a Year— 
take the hint, 

I dare to ſpeak what Mepbeus ſcarce dare think— 
'Tis a reflecting Truth, fay what they will, 
Though Coufins crouch—no Cauſe I ſhould be ill ; 
—Well, my Canonic Dupe, what Think You now, 
Had not your Hopeful better drive the Plow ? 
Can it be Worth thy wond'rous waſte of Pains, 
To dub him Parſon, for ſuch mighty Gains f 

— Better He drove your Cart for certain Pay, 


ive me the Proof—let C 


(A Common Labourer—from Day to Day) 
More for your Profit more his real Good, 
To earn by Sweat of Brow, his daily Food; 
Than, ſtarving All your Family beſides, 


To bring Him up in Poverty and Pride — 
The Yarfiy, You think, will make Him bright, 
Poliſh his Mind, and form his Manners right ; 


— — — — — 
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O, yes, it cannot fail of this—and more 


He'll ſoon deſpiſe his Father's humble Door, 
And though (like many SxxvirE RAS I've known) 
He Foots the Journey, to Cam's learned Town ; 
No ſooner is the Bonnet on his Pate, 

(A ſervile Badge) miſtaken then for State ; 
But ſtraight He ſwaggers all about the Town, 
Forgets His Mode of Travel—Father Clown— 
Aſſumes ſuch Self-ſufficiency, You'd ſwear 


He was a Duxz's—and not a Hob-nail's Heir; 


Poor ſhallow Oaf ] how ſoon his Fate's diſplay'd, 
How galling to the Soul—a Lacquey made | 
Forc'd at the Call of Bell to ſerve a Crew - 
Of pamper'd Fellows, who with Quinly Godt, 
Mangle whole Joints, in ſearch of. dainty Bit, 
And never eaſy, till they're ſmacking It! 
Not once conſid' ring, that the ſervile Hind 
Who wait at Back, are afterwards to Dine; 
No matter, let their Gorge be fully cramm'd— 


Een to the Throat, their Servants may be d d; 
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« Nature is ſoon ſuffic'd, an Ounce will do, di 


Of ſolid Meat, though not for Ms—for Tu, 


Beſides, for Study only You came here, 

(And therefore, like CamzLion, feed on—Air) 

Without zhis Prudence can You once ſuppoſe, - 
That 1 could to this Dignity aroſe I' "1 
—— Inſulting Pedant,—to your Fellow-Fools - 

Belch out ſuch Stuff, quit Philoſophic Schools, 

And learn Humanity | learn Common Senſe, ' 


Diſcard your muſty Problems, ſend them hence; 


Embrace Society, Ve clbiſter d Elves, 

| Liveto the Wald, throw off your diy Selber; 
Your Pride diſguſts, your Ignorance appears, 
For Shame act more conſiſtent with your Years 
Ye long immur'd Dons ] reform your Mind, 
Be affable, and treat your Pupils kind; 


Slack not a proper Government - but blend 

Authority, with Mildneſs of a Friend, 

Love will of courſe ſucceed, and due Regard 

Muſt to content requite. your chiding Bard | 
rl 
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Himſelf, with Pleaſure, will announee your Praiſe, N 
And thus reform d, ſhall thank you in his Lays: 


* . 
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Enough of PRDAN TS —SgRVIT RRS no more —- 
You may fare better than You did; before, 
If not—why let your liaughty Maſters Know, 
When next I print, III give a Liſt—and ſhow 
In Cairals difplay'd,—the Names of thoſe ' 
Who thus Mal-treat; your Baſhaw' Foes. pete. cries ts 
I know them Al—but:thank my kinder Fate, 


I was not doom'd to your corroding State; 


Saint Prrzz's“ and Saint JonN's, are different quite 


In Men —and Manners, — Jonxiaxs may be right, 
But give me Law's Pacific, friendly Train, 
Where ſtrict Attention, with good Humour's Vein 
Ever preſides, —a Turon of a Mind, 't 


Open and gen'rous, to his Pupil kind 


I've felt his Goodneſs—with a grateful Heart, 
Shall long remember It cannot depart - 
The Author was of this Hauſe, | 
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But foft——a ſudden Chill, -what can this mean? 
Sure, or I dream, ſome Danger lurks unſeen, n, | 
Cold Drops bedew my trembling Limbs, I fear | 
I know not what—but ſure ſome Danger's near; 
My Dear, Dear, Clio, whither ar't thou fled ? 


Bring me thy timely Succor—or I'm Dead— 


Hear my Petition, grant my anxious Pray'r, 

If thou art preſent_what have I to Fear? 

Let all the Monſters of the Deſart Plain, 

Beſet me round, they gnaſh their Teeth in vain; 

If thou but ſhield Me, with thy pow'rful Aid, 

I ſhall revive—and bleſs, my charming Maid |! 

—Goddeſs II thank Thee Thou ha'ſt heard my Suit, 
I feel my Spirits bound, my Pow'rs Recruit— 


And now—MvszLF again I ſee the Cauſe, 


See- and rejoice the HyDRa's foaming Jaws 
I now defy, - Come on, Ye lurking Crew, 


Ye, ſnarling Critics, in a traſh Review | 


— 6 
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I brave your Venom—know I bare a Charm, 
Can lull a CREA en your Spite difarm— 


—TRruUTH is my Guard—by her propitious Sway, 
I'll on and write, nor ſhall You bar my Way; 
I've boldly ſet my Name — diſſect your Fill, 


To be oppos'd, is Fuel to my Quill--- 


I love it, by my Life it feeds my Vein, 

And but for this—I might be Dumb again j 

Unmaſk your Monthly Batt' ry, e behave 

Like gen rous Foes, and dare for once be Brave, 
Give up your Names, Ve Stabbers in the Dark, 
—Lets know your Force, I'm but a fongle Mark ; 
—What Fear a Muſhroom Bard ?—I ſee you're nice, 
For Frenchman like—You too can feed on Mice ; 
You've mouth d my firſt—I hope the Diſh was good, 
Now take my Name—{alas ! poor Unpzzwood |) 
—Wou'd it were Wormwood, then perhaps the Gall 
Might be corrected, that will fuit You All.— | 
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'Thus Bravoes, in my turn I lunge at You, 
Parry again,—and let your One in Tao * 
Come Thund'ring on-—muſter your witling Crew ! 
Bid em to HamitTon's in haſte repair, 
Review em /triftly, mind they All are there, 
Caſhier that Coward who deſerts his Poſt, 
(Forſakes You when his Aid is needed moſt) 
And when aſſembled A//—expound your Will, 
Give em to know an upſtart Stripling's Quill, 
Has dar'd to throw his ſingle Gauntlet down, 
And thus iz Print, defies your Lurkers Frown 3 
Defies—no, rather covets—by the Gods ! 
It fires my Soul, thus to engage with Odds ; 
I cannot looſe—it may encreaſe my Fame, 
Unnotic'd yet, and ſcarcely known by Name ; 
— Reviewing Scalpers, now I take my leave, 
I wiſh to gall You—write what e' er You pleaſe ; | 7 


The Author with the ſame Candeur of Sentiment which He lately ex- 
perienc'd from theſe Gentry, who deny'd the SxARLERS being his firſt Eſſay, 
concludes,that the Monthly and Critical Reviews are from the ſame Lurters. 
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In Thought and Act=confiftency ſhall ſway, r, 
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Maſk or unmaſk, it's all the ſame to Me, 
III not retract through Fear or love of Fee, 
Let grovelling Souls deny their publiſh'd Voite, 
Freedom's great Call—chall ever be my Choice! 
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Nor ſhall the Morrow - contradict to Day; J 2 ll 9H 


What Interruption now? this prudent Friend 
Is ever teazing ſure ſome private End 


1 
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Muſt be in view, avzce:more Il hear Lou then, 


(Plague to ſuch meddling Self- ſufficient Meng 
Come, ſpeak your Mind; expound: the mighty Cauſe, 1 


That prompts You thus to break good Manhers aws; 
Out with it quickly but with the Reviews | 


No more perplex my Mind my ſavourite Muſe 
My darling Clio, with her friendly Care. 2; 


Has nerv'd my Soul, - your Prudence now i8— Pear, 


f 1 | 
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Unworthy of a Man |—but come declare 
—Ungrateful Boy You ſcarce deſerve to know 
My Feclings, which from real Friendſhip flow; 
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But as I deem theſe Eating of the Mind, 
Not mean't to give 


rere 


TI ſpeak my Thoughts, though You become my Foe: 


« Know then, I hold it Madneſs, thus to brave 
The Critics Fury, better! ſtem a Wave, 
An Adriatic Billow.— better dare, | 


In ſingle combat, the great God of War; 

Sooner the tiny IPren, ſhall put to flight h | 
The tow'ring g Eagle, from his topmoſt Height, 

The Wolf ſhall dread t the Lamb' 8 approach — er Thou, 
(Weak and uoſkill d to bend keen Satire” 8. Bow). | 
Shall pierce a wilting 2 271 ſaid beſore 

To ſoar was dangerous,—what need of more? 

— But come—a further Proof of my Regard, | 

(If your're determin' d to commence a Bard) * 
And nothing can allay this Itch for Rhime, 

I'll wave my Suit—your Humour ſhall be mine z 


But mark the Terms Let it be firſt, your Care, 


To court a Patron—with obſequious Air; ; 


My friendly Purpoſe ſhall not oe har wb „ nf N 


ͤ— ——ð« 4 K * 
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Turn Levee-Hunter to ſome Loxp, your Muſe, 
Muſt praiſe is Friends, —bis Enemies abuſe; | 

Write Panegyrics, fulſome as the ſtrain, © 


Which well repayd a Malkzr's Pliant Brain; 


El viaæ We remember —ſo muſt B—— 
The Author's Dead — enough then—we are Mute- 


And Peace Thee too—be Dumb—T Il hear no more, 
This Language grates my Soul—my ev ry Pore 

Is ſtagnated—to hear ſuch . orldlings prate, 

And then to think—P ll grovel to ſuch State, 

Such abject state, —4 Negro ſcarce cou d bare, 


Though He but breathes, —no Native of our Air! $ 
May I be branded with the like Diſgrace, 
As Broker H 


Or as a Mad-cap G 
With Punk parading, as a public Mark; 
May I, like Him, diſplay the Faults of 7 WY 


when he was in Place; 


E in the Park, 


Without a Bluſh—exulting i in the Truth— _ 
Such ſlaviſh Counſel, my free | Soul diſdains, 
What ſhall I crouch ? and ſuffer willing Chains; 
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Chains of the Mind l—to curb my Reaſon down ?— 
It ſhall not be—let Loxps, or ſmile, or Frown, 
I care not,—if one good Man Praiſe, 

I've Fame enough—He well requites wy Lays; . 
Nor will I, Minion-lile, attend the Great, 

Or pocket Infult from a Fool of State 3 1 

No Good Sir Prudence—l t ſhall never * 

You may revere, —[ ſpu ro Nobility; © 

Unleſs with Principle and Goodnefs fraught, 

To Me they're vite—unworth) 1 of a Thought |. 

The higher Til d—greater i is my Scorn, 


Alas, how few have worth | thou gh N obly born F 
And yet—I grant a Patron might diffuſe 


Some real Service, to an Infant Muſe, 

My grateful Heart expands with Favor ſhown, 
The Puklics—All the Patron I wou'd own; f 
Private Addreſs (with but Reſpect in view) 


IN GRATES ſhall never more receive tis You 


And You alone — the PusLic's All my Care, 


If They protect hat then have I to Fear? 
G 


& V 
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To gain the Pusrie, was our Chu ELI Ain, | 
Through their Indulgence, from the Height. ef Fame, 
His honeſt Muſe, tranſmits a laſting Name on Sara! 
—By his Example fir d, L wiſh to por: 


2 - 


(If but a partial Share) of. public Love z BE 1 A 
Reſolvy d, fair T RUTH ſhall ever be my Guide, RY 


1 cannot err—that Goddeſs on my Side |. 2 8 . 
All that J afſk,— (and ſure: You won t b 221 YErt oY 


Impartial bearing-—and a friendly Be. 206 
Aſſur d I am, your CanDovs will excuſe, | eck M6 of 
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